KENNETH ALLOTT

Ode in Wartime

O antique vistas of stone sarcophagi,
Silent except for the stammer of literature

Through millennia,

Whose yellowing relics caricature and festoon the
Dropped anonymous features of this ice-era;
All plasm shaped to human symmetry
Through shell-coiled generations of incessant down-
pour;

Assemble backward out of charred time's collapse.
Come,

Honeycomb each coxcomb
With drums for the dead and sea-green elegiacs,
Ring now like j:innitus in every ear.
Hands, be immersed in suffering like a surgeon,

And eyes, probe everywhere.

O agnus mundi, baa-lamb inhabiting
The inhibiting volcanic ranges of today,
Hovered over by harpies, restricted to cavities
And fissures out of the metre of time's way,
Labyrinthine limp hero of a thousand epics,
Miles from the mild archipelagos of content,
Let these who underline your rhythms and stresses
Warn you like sirens of impending judgement;

Sailor at sea

With their mercy of coracles and compasses,
Learn with the flashing miracle at last discernment.
Let: their lives warp you away from the thinly-roofed

crevasses.
You need not go astray, a$ they did, in the mountain

.passes.
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